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Summary: There's this strange man who may or may not be a Roman and 
this strange woman who's wearing weird clothing. And then there's 
this blue box. And Hiccup doesn't know what to make of it. After a 
risky adventure, he ultimately decides to leave the blue box behind 
forever. But one little, fateful adventure is enough to twist a 
timeline . 


1. Wait, Did You Say ROME? 

He had come here for peace! Well, how would he know that there would 
be more people here? In the middle of the dense woods, of all 
placesaC 1 

Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, a wandering outcast, held his 
back tight against a large tree trunk, trying desperately to go 
unnoticed by the stranger. He put his fingers up to chapped lips, a 
sign for his companions to act quiet. Below his chest flapped two 
acid-green wings, that of a young and fidgety dragon who was quite 
small and literally toothless. Next to his head, positioned against 
the tree as well was a much older, browner and wrinkled dragon. High 
above, hidden in the treetops, a dragon watched in silence. You might 
stop and think, 'Wait, _dragons?'_ but believe me, this was a normal 
sight . 

Or at least, it _had_ been normal a few months ago. The boy you look 
at. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, a skinny gangly and ginger 
barely-Viking of fourteen was the would-be ruler of the Wilder West. 
Technically, he _had_ succeeded in the sword-fighting competition 
used to determine the king. But when the person who had made up the 
rules to this contest didn't like you that much, there wasn't a very 
good chance you would actually come out on top. And as the 
rule-maker-upper was a certain witch named Excellinor, it only be fit 
that her son (a certain man named Alvin the Treacherous) had risen as 
the king instead. If Hiccup had had his way, dragons accompanying 
humans would have continued to be a normal sight in the Barbaric 



Archipelagoa€ 1 But this was unfortunately not so, as within minutes of 
becoming King of the Wilder West, Alvin had declared war on the 
dragons . 

And what a stupid and pointless war it was! If Hiccup were king, no 
form of slavery would have been tolerated _at all,_ neither human nor 
dragon. And if the war was all about the dragons wanting to be free, 
then THAT could've certainly been avoided. 

Even as former heir to the Hairy Hooligans, Hiccup had no real legal 
power. His cousin Snotface Snotlout had instead become chief of the 
tribe. According to Viking law. Hiccup himself was a slave, as he had 
the slavemark given to him by Wanderers (long story) . The only hope 
now was to find the King's Things and take them to the Island of 
Tomorrow where Hiccup would prove he was the rightful heir to 
Grimbeard the Ghastly, the former King of the Wilder West. And so now 
with his three dragons. Toothless, Wodensfang and the Windwalker, 
Hiccup roamed the Barbaric Archipelago looking for the final 
objecta€"the Dragon's Jewel. 

Hiccup winced as a loud laugh pierced the air. Unable as he was to 
see the culprit from behind the tree, which seemed to be a man, he 
could definitely hear his loud voice. Hiccup couldn't help but be 
slightly irritated at the man's stupidity. Who would ever be so loud 
and happy in such a world in its current state? It was far too 
dangerous. There could be thugs that could hear you, vicious Vikings 
waiting in the treetops to cut out the throat of an unsuspecting 
travelera€ 1 

a€ 1 Or maybe a frightened teenager hiding in the undergrowth, silently 
begging for the traveler to travel away. Hiccup prayed to Thor and 
Woden and Freyja and every Norse god and goddess he had ever heard of 
that the stranger would leave quickly and without 
trouble . 

Unfortunately, things don't always go well for Hiccup, and they 
didn't this time. The pair of travelers (YES, there were TWO pairs of 
footsteps now!) walked over to Hiccup's tree. Hiccup grimaced and 
crouched down low, as if that would magically make him invisible (it 
didn't, in case you were wondering) . 

"Okay, so where are the elephants?" asked a young woman. 

"Wella€lThe TARDIS is funny like that. Every time we want to go 
somewhere important, she takes us somewhere off course. But then, 
when it's not that important at all and we've got all the time in the 
world, BAM! We're still off course." 

The woman laughed, a high-pitched and happy laugh. "Oh, well! We can 
still have fun wherea€ 1 wherever we are. But!" she shivered. "It is a 
bit cold. And I dressed for Africa, mind 
you . " 

_Pleaseleavepleaseleavepleaseleave,_ Hiccup thought 
desperately . 

"Let's not plan to leave soon!" shouted the man gleefully. "According 
to the TARDIS, we've landed in the dark ages! I rarely every come to 
the dark agesa€ 1 voluntarily . It's always soa€l_dark and gloomy, _ 
ya ' know? " 



"Yes, nice change of pace," announced the girl. "You promised me 
adventure in the African Safari, but cold and dark and isolation is 
nice too . " 

The overly-cheerful man laughed out loud. "That's where you're wrong, 
Donna! You see, even though we're on a tiny island off the coast of 
Scotland, we're not isolated! There's a whole forgotten culture 
around these part sa€ 1 Stories of Viking settlements and Celtic 
kingsaC 1 I dare go as far and say that _dragons _could exist here for 
all we know. I don't know why I never came here beforeaC 1 " 

Donna scoffed. "A whole forgotten culture, eh? I don't see and 
legendary Vikings and dragons right now." 

"Ha! On the contrary, my dearest Donna. There is, in fact, a young 
boy standing right around that tree over there. He thinks we can't 
see him, but bright ginger hair kind of gives it away." 

Hiccup held his breath and stayed behind the tree. 

"Oh come on, lad! We're not going to hurt you." 

Hiccup did not move a muscle. 

"No, it's okay! We won't bite," added Donna. 

"Of all things," commented Hiccup from behind the tree. "Why would 
you bite? I mean, you're not a _dragon _or anything so why would you 
bite? No, I'm much more afraid that you'll _run a sword through my 
body._ Biting is the least of my worries. You know, unless you're a 
Berserker. You're not a Berserker, right?" He peeked his head out, 
cautiously . 

The now visible man shrugged. "'Fraid not. But sometimes if I'm not 
in a ripe mooda€"usually on MondaysaC"! do tend run around with a 
horned helmet and crash into stuff. I'm the Doctor, BTW, or whatever 
the Norse equivalent is to 'by the way'. What's your 
name? " 


"Dogsbreath, " responded Hiccup quickly, now in front of the tree, but 
still a safe distance from the strangers. At the Doctor and Donna's 
odd faces, he said, "Name's supposed to scare off gnomes and trolls. 
You're going to, urn, Africa, I guess. Be on your way." 

"No, no! I'd like to stay here for a while, see the sights, maybe tag 
along with the Vikings and pillage a villagea€ 1 Say that real fast, 
Donna. Pillage a village. Pillage a village. Pillage a 
village . " 

Hiccup closed his eyes. "Actuallya€ 1 " he said softly. "That's not 
such a good idea. You see, there's thisa€lwar around anda€ 1 it ' s not 
too safe, you see." 

"Welp, a little war never stopped mea€"Oh." The strange man fell 
silent . 

"What? What's wrong. Doctor?" Donna asked, slightly irked. "Did you 
forget something about this place? Is today the day some random 
planet is supposed to crash into the Earth and wipe out northern 



Scotland? " 


"a€lRome. We should go to Rome," the Doctor said quickly. "Anywhere 
that's not here. We should get as far away from here as 
possible . " 

"What's the matter with the dark ages?" asked Donna. "Don't you want 
to 'pillage a village'?" 

"Noa€"it's just thata€ 1 " he noticed Hiccup staring at him. "Never 
mind! Donna, we should get back in the TARDIS and we _should_ go to 
Rome! Ancient Rome, mind you. Have you ever been there, Donna?" Back 
to his usual happy self, the Doctor took Donna's hand and started to 
leave the glen. 

Hiccup stared at their backs a bit before saying, "Okay then. Uh, if 
you want to get to Rome, you can ask for their directions at the 
fort, it's about a day's boat ride down." 

"It's okay!" the Doctor yelled back from over his shoulder. "We've 
got a time-traveling spaceship!" And with that, the strangers 
disappeared . 

Hiccup was left wondering if any of that odd conversation had 
happened at all. He then told himself to get more sleep and shouted 
to the three waiting dragons in Dragonese, **"A11 clear! Let's get a 
move on before anything else weird happensa€ 1 " * * 

" * *Hiccup, " * * started the old brown dragon, Wodensfang. **"it wasn't 
wise of you to talk to those people."** 

"**I know buta€lWhat was I supposed to do? That man had spotted me. I 
don't think they were from around here anywaysa€ 1 Did you see how they 
were dressed?"** Indeed, Hiccup had been caught off-guard by the 
travelers' clothing, especially Donna's lack of. 

"**And didn't it seem strange that the Doctor was in such a hurry to 
leave?"** added the Windwalker, a large flying dragon. 

"**You heard what he saida€"they had to go to Rome for some 
reason . " * * 

The last dragona€"the teeny-tiny bright green onea€"almost dropped 
from the air. **"Y-y-you don't think they're R-r-romans, do you?" He 
spat 'Romans' as if it were a cursed word. "R-r-romans and their 
attitude! Look at m-m-me, I'm a Roman! I'm f-f-fat and stupid and get 
i-i-in the way! P-p-pathet ic . " * * 

"**Well, at least their Norse was spot-on."** 


xXx 

"WAIT, DID YOU SAY ROME?!" 

Hiccup drew his sword in defense, quickly, before stopping mid-swoosh 
when the Doctor waved his arms from a distance away, screaming, "It's 
OKAY! It's just the Doctor! And Donna!" 

"WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?!" Hiccup shrieked back in surprise. "And 
HOW in Thor's name did you find me?" 



"Lucky search, and _what is it with Vikings and swords?"_ The Doctor 
groaned before snatching the rusted metal blade out of Hiccup's 
hands . 

"Hey! " 

"You could poke an eye out with that thing! Sorry, I don't believe in 
violence. Look, it isn't even in good condition!" For show, the 
Doctor presented the now-snapped halves of Hiccup's sword. "What's 
your name, Dogsbrain or something? Yeah, Dogsbrain, soa€"no, 
waita€ 1 It ' s Dogsbreath. So Dogsbreath, what were you saying about 
Rome a while ago?" 

Hiccup stared him point blank confused. "Rome? A while ago? You mean 
a few days ago?" 

The Doctor waved it off. "A few days ago, a few minutes ago, same 
difference. _The point is,_ you know what Rome is." 

Hiccup shoved red bangs from his face so he saw the Doctor eye to 
eye. "Yeah? So? Everyone does. It's the _Roman Empire, _ for crying 
out loud . " 

"No, no, no! Vikingsa€"at least the ones in Northern Scot landa€"have 
never encountered the Roman Empire beforea€ 1 So why have 
you? " 

"You're not a Romana€ 1 are you? Because that's what my friends 
think. " 

"No," started Donna. "We're not Romans, wea€"" 

"Your tribe was never supposed to meet the Romans, " the Doctor 
murmured to himself. "The Empire has fallen by now. Waita€"" He 
paused, then pointed in Hiccup's direction. "Dogsbreath!" 

"Yes?" responded Hiccup. 

"How's the mighty Roman Empire doing?" 

Hiccup shrugged. "Oh, you know. Still mighty. Mighty annoying." 

"And may I ask the current century?" 

"Eleventh, I think. Although I don't see how that would solve your 
problem which I don't really know of. I'm a bit confused, in case you 
were wondering." 

"Something that biga€ 1 " the Doctor rambled to no one in general. "The 
fall of the great and mighty Roman Empire, something that big and 
importanta€ 1 I think I would have noticed, ya know? It can't happen 
any other way, but somehow_a€"somehowa€"_it did. Why hasn't the world 
ended yet?" 

Donna shrugged and patted the distressed Doctor on the shoulder. "I 
don't know. Maybe you did some of your linear science timey magic 
stuff and we happen to have not died yet." 

"I don't remember doing anything that big with Rome," the Doctor 



answered. "So!" he said, clapping his hands. "I see only one 
explanation!" He grinned a manic grin. "We're in an alternative 
universe . " 

Donna laughed out loud. "Oh, that's a good one! But knowing you, you 
probably encounter this stuff all the time." 

The Doctor smiled. "Exactly! 

Meanwhile, a still very confused Hiccup looked on. "Excuse me?" 

"Oh, you wouldn't get it, Dogsbreath, " the Doctor said, patting 
Hiccup's shoulder. "Science-y stuff, way before your time." 

Hiccup raised an eyebrow. "Try me." 

Donna smiled, "Ohh, clever boy." 

Putting his hands in his suit pockets and smirking, the Doctor said, 
"Okay," and began to explain time physics to a Viking. "You see, 
Dogsbreath, there is this realityaO"" he motioned to the forest 
around them. "a€"and others. This reality is everything you see here, 
everything you've ever heard of and everything you haven't. And 
there's another place, believe it or not, just like this very glen 
here, but not exact. There's something out of place. Maybe a man 
lived when he shouldn't, or maybe an entire empire survived. You 
know, small things like that." 

Hiccup nodded vaguely. "And these 'alternate realities ' a€ 1 _Where 
_exactly are they?" 

"Not here, that's for sure!" The Doctor laughed. "You'll never be 
able to get there. It's just impossible." 

"And how do you know this?" 

"Well, I'm_ from_ an alternate reality." 

"Isn't thata€ 1 you know, _impossible? Hiccup responded in a matter 
that could be considered calm, combining with the fact of course that 
he did not believe this madman one bit. 

"Not for me, it isn't!" The Doctor grinned smugly. "Well if that's 
it, we'll just be off." 

Hiccup gave the duo his most skeptical look. "So you're not Romans, 
then? " 

"Only as Roman as the Huns are! Wait," the Doctor said, staring off 
into space. "You don't know them yet. Never mind." 

The on looking boy shook his head. "What are you guys, like time 
travelers or something?" 

"Absolutely. Come one, Donna, off to the TARDIS!" 

The two, the Doctor and his companion, sauntered off into another 
part of the woods, while poor Hiccup was left with a very confused 
expression on his face. It was a moment or two before he shook his 
head and shouted to the treetops, ** "Toothless ! Wodensfang! 



Windwalker! Wait right here and don't move!"** Three dragons, the 
ones Hiccup had named, looked down from the large pine they had 
clambered in at the first fear of deadly strangers when Hiccup had 
drawn his sword. Leaving Hiccup, all on his own, to dash after them 
himself . 

Running through the maze of trees and shrubs. Hiccup fought his way 
deeper into the forest, following the crushed and trampled ground 
betraying their path. He heard them, laughing and talking, up ahead, 
and the boy slowed to a walk in an attempt to remain unnoticed. 
Unarmed and totally unprepared. Hiccup rounded the bend. 

There was a box. A blue box. A great, blue box that the Doctor and 
Donna had disappeared into. Snugged between two trees, and doors wide 
open. Hiccup was left puzzled as to how this brilliant box ended up 
in the middle of the forest. 

"Care to do some explaining?" asked Donna, from inside the blue 
box . 

"Simple, " the Doctor explained. "The TARDIS got too close to the edge 
of the time vortex. About to fall out, she attempted to get back on 
track. Then, in the confusion of it all, we latched onto a different 
time stream. Buta€ 1 " he trailed off. "I do wonder what set us off 
course. The TARDIS doesn't usually do that, she's usually pretty 
sturdy . " 

"What?" exclaimed Donna. "I thought you said it was a fairly 
difficult task, traveling to different dimensions." 

"Well, in a way, it is. First off, it's very dangerous near the edge 
of the time vortex, we're very lucky that the TARDIS was fast to 
rewire. Second, there's usually a force pushing all things in the 
time vortex to the center. It's usually so _hard_ to get off, 
actuallyaClI don't know _how_ we got off track, it's usually 
_radiating _with time, er, TARDIS-pushinessaC 1 " 

"What do you think could push us off?" 

The Doctor paused, to ponder Donna's question. "That is a very good 
question, because frankly, I don't know." 

"a€10h." Then to ease the tension, she said, "Well _that ' s _a 
first ! " 

"We're not dead, and that's good. Let's just go. Oh, hullo 
Dogsbreath, how long have you been spying on us?" 

Hiccup lurched back behind the box's doors. Pacing himself, he tried 
to step backwards as quietly as possible in hopes that the Doctor and 
Donna would ignore him. It was obvious that they were not Vikings, 
that they were _not _Romans, but that didn't mean that they were not 
dangerous . 

"We know you're there, you don't have to hide! Come on in!" 

Hiccup, seeing no reason why not to, followed the Doctor's 
instructions and hopped through the threshold of the box. Eyes wide, 
he looked around at was a tiny little box on the outside. Key words 
'on the outside'. The inside was totally different. The insideaClthe 



insidea€ 1 


It was beautiful. There were no lanterns, but the walls seemed to 
emit a golden light of their own. And it was so _big _and _wide,_ 
perhaps even as large as the Great Hall! Pillars that were not 
pillars hung from the ceiling and tapered themselves down to the 
floor, creating the perfect sitting place. But the most absolutely 
wonderful and incredibly _interest ing_ part of it all was the 
centerpiece. It was tall and blue, with little whirring bits inside a 
glass tube. Panels of some exotic metal layered the sides, with 
buttons and dials and levers and trinkets that were just so 
_fascinating _that you could toy with them forever even if you never 
ever figured out what they did. Everything looked alien and strange, 
like complete and utter nonsense, and you'd never find out what it 
was supposed to mean, what is was meant, but you'd never want to stop 
looking at it. 

And Hiccup was _curious._ You can't blame him, not really, for 
forgetting the world outside him and wandering around to the panel, 
where the strangers were standing. Wouldn't you? 

The Doctor just smiled. Hiccup could tell that he was all too 
familiar with this reaction. Donna gave him a knowing look, and he 
knew instantly that she had once been like him and had not understood 
this room one bit, and still didn't completely. "Dogsbreath, " the 
Doctor said. "Welcome to the TARDIS." 

xXx 

"It's Time And Relative Dimensions In Space," the Doctor explained. 
"That's what TARDIS stands for, if you were wondering. Now the doors 
have snapped shut and we are going somewhere. Would you like to know 
where we are going, Dogsbreath?" 

Hiccup murmured, "Actuallya€ 1 I left some folks back therea€"f riends , 
actually." He held on tight to a strange contraption that he had 
never seen before as the TARDIS wobbled like an angry bull. "Won't 
they notice that I'm gone?" 

The Doctor glanced at Hiccup, made a face, and then said, "Nah. The 
TARDIS is a time machine, if you haven't noticed. You'll be back 
faster than you can saya€"DEAR GALLIEREY, WHAT WAS THAT?!" 

There was a sudden lurching, as if the TARDIS had hit a bump in the 
road or something (but of course you shall not find a rock or other 
obstacle in the time vortex, so this was impossible) . 

"Isa€"" _Lurch._ "Is the TARDIS supposed to do that?" asked Hiccup 
curiously. Of course whenever someone asks something as innocent as 
that, there HAS to be something wrong. The TARDIS was actually NOT 
supposed to do that. 

"No," Donna explained. "Ita€"" _Lurch._ The ginger girl lost her 
footing and fell to the floor. 

"So it's not?" Hiccup yelled over the roaring engines. 

"Absolutely not!" the Doctor replied. "I know that this is quite fun 
and all, but we must land somewhere quickly beforea€"" _Lurch._ 

"a€"it gets out of hand. Dogsbreath, how about we go back to your 



friends and explain to them why you have left?" 


"Fine witha€"" _Lurch._ "Fine with me." 

The TARDIS let out an odd sound that was very much like a dying 
squirrel serpent to Hiccup. At the moment, he wished very much for a 
helmeta€"any old helmeta€"as his head bashed itself against the 
console. That's definitely going to leave a mark, he thought. And 
as terrifying as it was, riding on this 'TARDIS' was an exciting 
experience. Maybe not the 

this-is-so-much-fun-I-cannot-wait-to-do-it-again type of exciting but 
more along the lines of well-this-is-interest ing-and-dif f erent . But 
exciting nonetheless. 

Preoccupied with his thoughts. Hiccup did not anticipate the sudden 
loss of motion as the TARDIS came to a violent stop. He scrambled to 
his feet, only to be knocked down again and on the floor. Above him, 
the Doctor and Donna looked down at hima€"it was obvious they hadn't 
fallen down, unlike him. 

"Next time," Donna suggested politely. "You might want to hold on 
tighter . " 

Hiccup turned his head away in embarrassment. 

"Sorry for the rough ride, Dogsbreath!" the Doctor chirped. "The 
TARDIS doesn't usually act like thata€"" 

"Only two out of five times, actually, " Donna added. 

"a€"I mean yes you have to hold onto something, " the Doctor rambled 
on. "Yes it does lurch midflight, but it was if we were being tossed 
in a sack! Like someone put us in a jam jar like a bug and started 
shaking it." He turned away from Hiccup (who was still on the floor) 
and started walking towards the console. 

"Quite hard, " Hiccup admitted. 

Not noticing the young Viking, the Doctor went on, examining the 
TARDIS. "And the _landing_a€ 1 She nearly _never_ does that." He turned 
back to Hiccup, who had by now regained his footing with the help of 
Donna and was now brushing himself off. "Bad first impression. Want 
to give it another shot?" 

"Uh, " Hiccup started. "Not right now. I-I need to go check on 
something." He started to rush out the wooden doors. 

"Ah, " the Doctor said, very pleased with himself that he had come to 
a conclusion. "You'd like to see if your friends are okay. Would they 
like to see the TARDIS as well? I usually would say that bringing 
along random people for joy rides through time and space is stupid, 
but then I ' d be a hypocrite." 

"No, not at all," Hiccup interjected. "In fact, I might not come 
back. So you can leave, okay? Okay." He ran out the doors, leaving 
the TARDIS crew behind. 

"Gee, what's got him up in a fit?" Donna asked. 

"Well," the Doctor explained. "Seems the kid's just worried for his 



friends. Sweet, innit?" He walked over to the TARDIS doors and looked 
out. "He's run far away by now. Vikings can be like, you know. Simple 
minded. Well!" The Doctor closed the doors. "We better get out of 
here. Fast. I don't like this place, not one bit." 

"Do I dare ask why?" 

But the Doctor had already begun twisting knobs and turning dials, 
the engines whirred happily as if the little fit had never 
happeneda€"the TARDIS was leaving the forest. "All I can tell you 
isa€lYou wouldn't stay either." 

"Oh?" Donna responded, crossing her arms. "You can tell me more, 
because right now I would stay, despite how depressing this little 
island is . " 

"Wella€l" the Doctor drawled. "Remember how I said dragons might live 
here? Well, I wasn't joking." 

Donna's mouth fell open. She wanted to say something, to ask more 
about the dragonsa€"now she _really did_ want to stay, more than 
ever. But the TARDIS was already in motion. 

* *Disclaimer : I do not own How to Train Your Dragon. That belongs to 
Cressida Cowell and Dreamworks.** 

**Welp! Finished the first chapter of my first storyaClGah! I hope it 
was enjoyable. And yes, it is taking place in the bookiverse. For 
now. Constructive criticism is appreciated!** 


2 . A Certain Blonde Viking Girl 

It was the loveliest day that the isle of Berk had seen in a while. 
The air was cool and crisp, not ragged for once. Vegetation growth 
marked a healthy environment. Common songbirds were chirping 
frequently and loudly, as to take opportunity of this splendid day. 
Even the sea, not so far from the frigid Arctic Circle, felt warmer 
to the touch and waves less roughened. It was the type of day where 
one could do as they pleased and just relaxaC 1 

Unless you were like Hiccup, who was ignoring nature's wonder with 
embarrassment and stress still clinging to him like a wet rag. 'Well 
THAT was stupid, ' he thought. The boy had ventured away from the glen 
where the, er, _TARDIS_ had landed, not intending to look back. 

Hiccup didn't notice his surroundings, as he was only concentrat ing 
on getting as far away from that _TARDIS_ as possible. He felt as if 
the entire endeavor had been very pointless and very dumb. 

Hiccup shook his head and continued to walk through the forest, 
shouting for his dragons. When they did not respond right away, he 
sighed and assumed that they had wondered off and were now playing 
amongst themselves idly in the trees. ** "Toothless ! Windwalker! 
Wodensf ang ! " * * he called again, a bit louder this time. A chipmunk or 
two scurried away from a carpet of fallen leaves, but that was it. 
There were no signs of dragon life in this barren land. Hiccup began 
to get worried. In the past few dangerous months, his faithful 
friends never strayed too far from his sideaCl Where they hurt? he 
wondered. Did they get kidnapped by Vikings or enemy dragons? 



"**We need to get going! We have no time for games!"** 


Hiccup told himself as calmly as he could not to panic (which, quite 
frankly, did surprisingly little to help his nerves) . Walking 
throughout the woods, searching for his friends and calling for them 
as well. Hiccup began to become a bit more in-tuned to his 
surroundings . 

It was not the glen. He was no longer on the same path he had 
followed to reach the TARDIS. Hiccup was lost, and he knew it. The 
dragons were currently separated from him, and he knew it as well. He 
was by himself, alone, in the woods, where he knew not what was 
potentially watching hima€ 1 

"STORMFLY!" shouted a strong voice, a female voice. 

Hiccup's first thought was Camicazi? for only Camicazi could yell 
that loud and only Camicazi had a dragon named Stormfly... "Come 
here, girl!" shrieked the voice again and Hiccup yelped in 
surprise . 

And although Hiccup had promised himself to stay hidden, out of sight 
and out of trouble, a strong curiosity pricked inside of him. He 
hoped against hope that maybe it _was_ Camicazi, that she might be 
just around the bend. But those hopes were dashed when Hiccup 
realized that is extremely improbable, and she shouldn't be in this 
part of the Archipelago anyways. 

So Hiccup walked off, slightly disappointed, butaC 1 
a€ 1 But . But it could be a certain 

scary-looking-but-cute-and-also-violent blonde Viking girl, who, 
against all odds, was here, on this deserted island, where he himself 
was standing. 

Hiccup hoped against hope that it _was_ Camicazi, a familiar friend 
after months of isolation and violence. But a small but wise voice in 
the back of his head was whispering quietly that even if it was her, 
it wouldn't be a good idea to walk up and strike a conversation as if 
nothing had happened and the world was normal. Hiccup agreed brought 
up the suggestion of _just making sure_ without talking or any 
interaction at all, as he was getting very curious. 

So Hiccup had walked a bit closer in the direction of the voice, all 
while making certain to be well-hidden amongst the trees. And there, 
just a hop, skip tumble away was standing a 

scary-looking-but-cute-and-also-violent blonde Viking girl. 

But it wasn't Camicazi. 

For one thing. Hiccup noted, this girl was tall. Taller than him, and 
probably older too. She also had her hair tied back in a messy braid, 
something Camicazi would never do, as she preferred to keep hers in 
its natural, un-brushed state. And instead of his friend's signature 
sword, a heavy and battle-worn axe rested against the girl's 
skirt . 

"Stormfly!" she called again. 

But why was this girl (who was most certainly _not_ Camicazi) looking 



for Stormfly? There weren't any other dragons in the Barbaric 
Archipelago named Stormflya€ 1 Where there? 


Hiccup's thoughts were abruptly interrupted as a huge gust of wind 
blew itself like a twister to the ground below. A completely 
_massive_ dragon then flew down from the sky above, flapping its 
great wings and landing gracefully not-too-far from Hiccup and the 
girl . 

"Oh, there you are!" the blonde cried in joy as she ran over to greet 
the dragon. "Stormfly! Oh, what have I told you about chasing flocks 
of birds?" The girl's tone sounded harsh and angry, but her body 
language spoke otherwise as she laid her arms around 'Stormfly's' 
thick scaly neck. "C'mon girl, let's get back to the village! I 
would've finished chopping wood by now if you hadn't run off!" She 
used Stormfly the Second's (yes, that was what Hiccup was calling her 
in his mind) enormous blue wings as a quick lift to the leather 
saddle the dragon proudly sported. The pair launched off in a whirl 
of wind and wings, nearly knocking down poor Hiccup, who was quite 
confused and still trying his best to go unnoticed. 

As Hiccup attempted to regain his footing, he couldn't help but 
wonder why a _Viking _was riding a _dragon _when such interactions 
were forbidden nowadays (of course, that had never stopped _him) ._ 
And what the Hel kind of dragon was that anyways? And _why _was this 
girl, who reminded him so much of Camicazi, yet was so unlike her, 
riding a dragon named Stormfly who was obviously not the Stormfly 
that he knew? 

'_The village, '_ he thought. _'She mentioned something about a 
village. But last time I checked, there weren't any nearby villages 
in this part of the Archipelagoa€ 1 '_ 

Hiccup ran through the thick undergrowth of the forest, suddenly 
remembering that Toothless, the WIndwalker and Wodensfang were all 
still lost. Where could they be? This had never happened 
beforea€ 1 

'_Stupid TARDIS, '_ thought Hiccup. It had all gone downhill when the 
Doctor showed up with his TARDIS-thing and that woman. 

**xXx** 

Very quickly, the dense forest began to thin out into a peaceful 
wood. _' That's odd, '_ noted Hiccup. _'I thought this place would be 
_covered_ with treesa€10h! The _village_ must be nearby, wherever it 
is . '_ 

As Hiccup wandered closer, the land took on a new atmosphere and 
appearance. Trees, for example, sported carefully-cut branches, a 
sign that humans had sawed them down for timber. There was less wild 
game, as those animals would've been the first hunted. Even the air 
was starting to smell slightly of roasted food and human activity; 
typical odors for an average Viking settlement. 

And Hiccup's assumptions were proved correct, for very soon lay 
sprawled out in front of him like a picture-perf ect drawing on a map, 
a medium-sized Viking village. Hiccup dare not enter, though, for 
fear that people would recognize his face from the wanted posters, 
something that would _not_ be good. But then again, it would be 



useful to know exactly where he was, as he had previously thought the 
island was small and uninhabited. This proved not to be so. The town 
was very alive and bustling, people happily chatting with one another 
while exchanging goods and gossip. 

'Where am I?' Hiccup wondered. Every other village he had happened to 
come across seemed to be full of scared and vengeful people, angry at 
him, angry at the dragon rebellion, and angry at the world in 
general; not surprising since the largest war the Archipelago had 
ever seen was raging right on civilians' doorsteps as rebel dragons 
attacked at night. People lived in constant fear and misery, knowing 
full too well that any day might be their last. 

But what _did_ surprise Hiccup was that amongst this war-torn world 
lay a seemingly peaceful and care-free village where the inhabitants 
rode _dragons._ And it seemed that the blonde girl wasn't the only 
one to be friendly with the beasts; dragons of all shapes and sizes 
and colors flew around the air, ate out of barrels, followed people 
around, and no one tried to do anything about it. It looked 
completely normal. 

Hiccup was reminded of Berk, his now-destroyed hometown, when life 
was far from great, but it wasn't _completely_ horrible. Backa€"on a 
normal day, when life seemed to drag on forever, it was so 
dulla€"when no one wanted to kill him (except for Snotlout) and no 
one wanted to kill dragons (except for Snotlout) . Those days. Hiccup 
would wander to the nearby cliffs with Toothless, who begged to be 
carried because his wings were too tired, and where Hiccup would 
eventually give into the whining dragon and they would waste the day 
away dragon-watching. It was because of these long afternoons that 
Hiccup knew nearly every species of dragon known to Vikings. 

Or at least, he _thought _he had known. The secluded village teemed 
with dragons that Hiccup had never laid eyes on before. Most were 
huge and colorful, like Stormfly the Second, but others resembled 
Common or Garden dragons very much so, but lacking the sharp little 
teeth . 

Oh, the Common or Garden dragons here were toothless! Hiccup watched 
the reptilian beasts, their eyes goggling lazy and their heads 
swinging in excited circles. He sighed. There was a place, an 
isolated island where Vikings and dragons lived together peacefully 
every day, side by side. This discovery, although sparking a small 
flame of hope in Hiccup, also reminded him of the fact that a good 
part of the uncivilized world claimed the deed impossible. But here! 
Here was the proof! Hiccup wished that people could look at such a 
scene as this and admit that it did seem like a better alternative to 
war, rather than immediately destroy it. 

It was like no one wanted peace! Had Alvin and his mother somehow 
twisted the peoples' minds into believing that fighting was 
necessary? Was this what the human soul was reduced to when stripped 
raw? 

Hiccup shook his head and stared back out to the near-perfect scene 
playing before his eyes, like a clipping from a dream. Two young 
children, no older than ten, giggled in pure joy as a large, 
monstrous-looking fire-red dragon ate breadcrumbs out of their hands, 
like a well-behaved puppy. The girl affectionately scratched behind 
its upper neck spines, a place that was difficult for the dragon to 



reach by itself while her companion hopped himself onto its long, 
winding neck, pretending to ride it. The dragon looked perfectly 
content to continue playing with the children. 

mighta€ 1 I better take a closer. Just to make sure nothing fishy 
is going on here.'_ 

**xXx** 

"Astrid!" a boy called out. 

After quite a bit of wandering (an it is pretty hard to wander 
aimlessly without being caught) Hiccup had come across the teen 
Viking girl who had intrigued him so much in the forest. He found her 
on the edge of the town, axe in her hand and wood on the ground. She 
let out a grunt with every swing, obviously very concentrated on her 
work . 

'Astrid' (as it appeared to be her name) let out a shriek and whipped 
around, loose hair flopping around her face. 

The boy who had approached her held up his hands in surrender and 
backed away. "Woah! Calm down, Astrid, I just went out to look for 
you! Where have you been?" 

"Oh", she responded aloofly. "You know, I was just chopping some 
firewood here, when all of a sudden, Stormfly lets out a cry and 
leaves me ! " 

The brunette boy looked at her curiously. "I wonder what could've 
made her do it, she's usually one of the most obedient dragons on 
Berk ! " 

Astrid shrugged her shoulders and stared off into space, trying to 
look like she could care less. "I don't know. It was probably a flock 
of birds, or something, you know how she likesaC"" 

"Berk!" Hiccup gasped under his breath? Were they somewhere that 
familiar island? Months ago, the entire settlement had been burned 
down, but was it possible that Vikings were again trying to 
recolonize the island? 

"Wait," Astrid paused, eyes narrowing. "Did you hear something? I 
thought I heard something." 

He had said too much. Hiccup had given away his presence to these 
strangers, ones who were unmistakably Vikings, and Hiccup hadn't very 
much trusted Vikings in a while. Slowly, he tip-toed away, quietly as 
possible from the scene. 

"Ita€"it was probably nothing," her companion responded. 

"Oh no, I'm pretty fairly sure that it was a something, and that 
something sounded awfully human-like." 

"Oh godsaC 1 Astrid, are you suggesting that someone is spying on 

us ! " 


"That's exactly what I'm implying! And for all we know, it could be 
more." Attention now focused on Hiccup's presence, she gripped the 



wooden handle of the weapon and shouted 
yourself ! " 


"C'mon, show 


"There is nobody out there!" the boy cried, exasperated with his 
friend. "Look, I just came to tell you that dragon training is 
canceled for today. Hookfang has disappeared and no one knows why! 
We've spent the day looking for him." 

'_Dragon training? Hiccup thought fondly. It had been too long 
since that wonderful phrase had been spoken casually. 

"Although knowing him, he probably just got distracted chasing a 
Terror and fell into a volcano or something." 

Astrid leaned against her axe and smiled. "Okay, fine. I'll help you. 
Hiccup. Odin, what is it with all our dragons being distracted 
today?" She put down her beloved weapon before walking further into 
the woods looming behind the teens. "I'm going to go get Stormfly, 
she's eating something over here." 

Ah, yes, now he could see it. The boy's arms were lanky and lacking 
in muscle. And he was short, even shorter than Astrid, despite them 
being seemingly the same age. He was a hiccup, an accident, a runt. 
Just like himself. 

And Hiccup had met only one other tribal runt in his life, his friend 
Fishlegs, and heard about others only in old tales. What coincidence 
it was to find one that shared his name! It was common Berkian 
tradition to name the runts ' Hiccup 'a€l 

Berk . 

He had to ask. He _had _to. It was the next step to finding Fishlegs, 
to finding his father, to getting everyone back on the right track. 
And then. Hiccup decided, everything would again be nora€" 

"Hey!" The Hiccup-boy had run straight into Hiccup, who had stopped 
walking a little whiles ago, too immersed in his own thoughts. 

"Sorry! Gah, I didn't see you there!" He stopped to give a slightly 
awkward smile to Hiccup and a short apology. Hiccup brushed it off 
and mumbled a 'it's okay' in response. 

There was a loud 'What in the name of Midgard are you eating?! ' and 
the soft crushing of leaves, which signaled Astrid' s arrival back to 
the wood-chopping block, Stormfly in tow. 

"Hey, Hiccup, I'm backa€"" She took one glance at Hiccup and flew 
into a fury. "Ah-ha!" she shrieked rather joyfully, for one who was 
upset. "I _knew_ someone had been spying on us!" She picked up her 
axea€" and to Hiccup's surprise the axe did not do its job of 
spilling blooda€"and held it firmly in her right hand. Astrid' s free 
left hand was held in an accusing position, not a finger pointed at 
Hiccup, but her body language couldn't be plainer. 

"So, _stranger, she snarled, stalking up to Hiccup like a hungry 
predator. "What brings you here?" 

"Woah, woah!" the Hiccup-boy said, in defense of Hiccup. "We weren't 
doing anything that was worth spying on! He could've been just an 
innocent person walking through the forest around the same time we 



were. Believe it or not, Astrid, there is such a thing as 
_coincidence . 

"Coincidence, fate, whatever!" 

The Hiccup-boy looked at Astrid and said, "Well maybe he could help 
us find Hookfang!" He paused and pondered this before continuing, 
"Yeah! If you _insist_ that he's here for a reason, maybe he could 
help us! Sorry, but what was your name?" 

Hiccup sighed. "Dogsbreath . " 

**Sorry for the long wait! As you know, life can be very busyaC 1 So 
tell me what you think so far? Is this a good idea? I'm sorry if 
anyone else already did something like this, I didn't mean to copy. 
Reviews, constructive criticism, and comments don't go unappreciated! 
And (hopefully) the next chapter will be up in a shorter amount of 
time, maybe slightly longer and include more characters . * * 

**Fem America 13: Thanks for being the first reviewer! I hope you're 
enjoying the fanfic. :)** 


3. Have You Ever Ridden A Dragon Before? 

"Did you say _dragons?!"_ Donna nearly shouted in bewilderment. 

The Doctor placed a hand on the console of the TARDIS and stared into 
space, thinking. "Giant winged reptiles that spit flame so hot it can 
melt your bone marrow?" He looked at his companion. "Yes, Donna. 
_Dragons . 

"And you think I wouldn't be interested?" 

It was times like this that the Doctor wanted to chuckle (maybe even 
hug her) and say, 'Oh you silly little humans with your silly little 
minds! Don't you see that there's something bigger going on here than 
what you see?' But he had to remind himself that humans are fairly 
primitive life forms compared to Timelords. 

And it was this reminder that made the Doctor picked his words 
carefully so as not to get Donna all worked up (Rassilon help him if 
she ever got worked up over _anything)_ and explained, "Of _course_ 
there were dragons ! " 

She looked at him with a shocked expression, and snapped back, "Ever 
heard of imagination?" 

The Doctor chuckled. Humans were odd like thata€"anything _out of the 
ordinary, _ even something as insignificant and miraculous as a new 
creature discovered was treated like a bomb counting down to zero and 
treaded with denies and skeptism. Complete overreaction, if you ever 
asked the Doctor himself. Yet, their reactions to new wonders never 
ceased to amuse him. "Oh humans and their mythologya€ 1 " 

"And even then, " Donna continued, flailing her arms around for 
emphasis in only the way she could. "Why don't I see them flying 
around back home? _Dragons,_ for God's sake, that's something no one 
would miss ! " 



"You see, dear Donna Noble, " the Doctor explained, walking over to 
her. "I'm afraid something _happened_ to them and that they are no 
longer with us." 

Donna gave him a look. "Like the dinosaurs?" 

The Doctor shrugged his shoulders. "I never bothered to find 
out . " 

The ginger woman sputtered as she attempted to wrap her mind around 
the fact that _dragons_ once graced the earth, just like sheep and 
lions, just like any other ordinary animal, and that somehow they 
were gone. POOF! Just like that, the species ceased to exist. And the 
Doctora€"she had known him for less than a few months, yet he seemed 
like the type of person who would _insist_ on a species to be saved 
from extinction, especially one as intriguing as a dragon, apparently 
an animal real not only in the minds of the imaginative. So why, 

_why_ would her beloved Doctor let something as tragic like this 
happenaO" 

"Fixed point." The Doctor looked at Donna and she could tell he was 
serious. "Like the dinosaurs. Believe me, I _would've_ tried if I 
could. And that's," he sighed. "That's why I avoid dark-age Northern 
Europe . " 

**xXx** 

"The only way to properly _search_ for a dragon, is to _be on _a 
dragon!" the Hiccup-boy explained to a gaggle of teenagers, all 
waiting to be instructed on their expedition to find Hookfang. They 
were in an enclosed arena of sorts, stone walls encircling the 
center, where the Hiccup-boy was talking. Oddly enough, for a 
_hiccup,_ his peers seemed to look at him with some kind of respect, 
as it seemed he took charge of the group often. 

"Oh, and _this_ is Dogsbreath, " he said, introducing Hiccup, hanging 
on his own. "We found him in the woods." 

A collective groan, more or less, erupted from the group. "Oh no," 
started one of the boys, a brutish-looking teen. "This isn't going to 
be _Heather_ all over again, is it? Beautiful girls washed up on the 
beach, yeah, I like that, but a little _kid_ who got lost in the 
forestaO 1 " 

The Hiccup-boy tried to reassure the other boy by saying, "I promise 
this won't be a repeat of the Heather-Incident, guysa€ 1 In fact, 
Dogsbreath is going to_ help_ us find _your_ dragon, 'Lout. And if 
that's it," the Hiccup-cont inued, clasping his hands together. "We'd 
better be off before sundown! Twinsa€"" he gestured to two blonde 
twins, a girl and a boy, who both grinned when the Hiccup-boy 
addressed them. "You guys can search Berk's forests." 

The boy-twin, groaned and said, "How are we going to do _that?_ That 
place is _huge ! "_ 

"Try looking for a large, red Monstrous Nightmare flying through a 
primarily green and brown setting, c'mon, guys, this isn't that 
hard, " the Hiccup-boy responded, exasperated. Something told Hiccup 
that this happened often. 



The duo looked at each other and shrugged nonchalantly. "I see no 
reason to not go," said the girl-twin. "C'mon, full reign of Berk's 
forests? When has Hiccup ever let us do that?" She chuckled and 
high-fived her brother before slipping out on their own two-headed 
dragon . 

After the twins had left, the Hiccup-boy continued, "Astrid, 

Snoa€"" 

"Aw, COME ON!" Astrid shouted, clearly annoyed with her assigned 
partner. "Don't pair me up with _him,_ Hiccup!" 

"Astrida€"Astrid, " he responded, trying to calm the girl down. "Look, 
it's not that bad! You're one of the best riders and he doesn't have 
a dragon! It's only to the East Islands. And besides, I'd like to 
take Dogsbreath along with me because he's new to Berk." 

The blonde girl let out a huff and angrily crossed her arms, but made 
no further protest against the sort-of leader. 

A thuggish boy, who reminded Hiccup an awful lot of his cousin back 
homea€"walked up to Astrid, quite happily. "Well now we can finally 
have some alone tia€"" His flirting was cut mercifully short by the 
girl's fist, which made a nice thwack against the boy's cheek, 
discouraging him from further words as they flew off on Stormfly the 
Second's back. 

"What about me. Hiccup?" asked a heavy-set blonde boy, the only teen 
left besides the two. 

"You and Meatlug can check on the West Islandsa€"they seem to be a 
favorite spot of dragons these days," he explained, smiling. 

It was not long before the Hiccup-boy and Hiccup himself were the 
only ones left in the ring, as 'Meatlug' and her rider swung out 
through the open gates. The brunette sighed and turned his body over 
in Hiccup's general direction. "So it looks like it's just you and 
me, Dogsbreath!" He looked back towards the sky to the outline of the 
recently dispatched dragons 

"So are we riding a dragon?" Hiccup asked curiously, and somewhat 
eagerly. He had always loved riding Windwalker. 

The brunette nodded and smiled a grand, toothy grin. "We're riding 
Toothless!" He shouted to another dragon, the last dragon in the 
ring, a great, black, scary-looking dragon whose name was apparently 
'Toothless'. "Toothless! C'mon over here, bud!" 

The dragon's head shot up before it practically danced over to the 
boys. Its green eyes were wide and friendly and the great beast's 
mouth hung slightly ajar to reveal soft pink gums, in place where 
teeth might've been. 

Hiccup couldn't help but laugh slightly. "He is _literally_ 
toothless ! " 

"Yeah," the Hiccup-boy said, smiling wryly. "Who 'da thought? A _Night 
Eury_ of all things, being _toothless . He put a small hand on the 
dragon's forehead and continued, "It's because he had teeth, but 
they're retractable." 



Hiccup looked on with interest. A dragon with retractable teeth! The 
only other creature he knew with that capability was Wodensfang, and 
he had never asked what species Wodensfang was. "And you fly him?" he 
asked curiously. 

The Hiccup-boy nodded brightly and said, "Have you ever ridden a 
dragon before, Dogsbreath?" He swung a leg over the leather 
saddle . 

"Yes Ia€"" Hiccup started. But his voice trailed off as he got a good 
look at the other Hiccup's lega€ 1 Or at least what was left of it. 

From knee down it seemed to be made of metal, tied to a flesh stump 
with rope. Hiccup had seen many amputees in his lif et imea€"most of 
the people he knew were Vikings; it was an occupational hazard to 
lose a limb or two. But never had he seen an amputee so _young._ But 
the Hiccup-boy didn't seem hindered by his injury. "Do you need help 
getting on?" he asked, smiling widely. Hiccupa€"who made an effort to 
be more polite than most Vikingsa€"murmured a 'no thank you' and 
asked not about metal leg. 

"So your dragon's name is Toothless?" he asked. "I've only met one 
other dragon with retractable teeth, " he said, thinking fondly of 
Wodensfang whom had gone missing. 

The Hiccup-boy looked surprised as he turned around to face Hiccup. 
"Really?" he gasped. "It could be related to Night Furies! Imagine 
that, a whole new species of dragonsa€ 1 " 

"I have a dragon too," Hiccup continued now comfortable discussing 
dragons aloud. "And it's funny, because his name is Toothless." He 
let out a small laugh. "Although that's because he just never grew 
any teeth . " 

'_How did I get here?'_ Hiccup wondered, looking down at himself. 
Toothless, Wodensfang, and the Windwalker were left back in a dense 
woods somewhere ... To be quite honest, he wasn't entirely sure what 
island they might be on, not even positive what island _he _was on. 
The inhabitants claimed it to be Berk, but Hiccup knew quite well 
that he had been traveling five days southwest of Berk's general 
direction, in an uninhabited branch of the Archipelago. 

'_There's no turning back now, '_ he concluded. Hiccup crouched down 
next to the black beast and scratched gently between what might've 
been the dragon's ears, where large dragons preferred to be handled. 
**"Hello,"** he whispered in clear Dragonese. **"You're the first 
Night Fury I've met!"** 

Toothless let out a grunt and stared, his acidic eyes completely 
focused on the boy in front of him. Here was where Hiccup experienced 
the hypnotic power of a dragon's eyes in full effect. It was an 
expression of vague understanding, maybe none at all, for the dragon 
did not respond. 

When Hiccup was greeted a few moments later with silence, he assumed 
this dragon wasn't the type that liked to talk. He stood up, only to 
be asked by the curious bystander, "What did you say to him?" 

"I was talking to him in Dragonese," he admitted. 



The Hiccup-boy's brow furrowed, but then he suddenly broke into a 
wide grin. "Dragonese, eh? That's the first time I've heard of 

it . " 

"No, no," Hiccup assured him. "It's a weird language, but it is a 
language. It's the tongue of the dragons." And with that. Hiccup 
climbed into the saddle of Toothless. Well, he tried. You got to give 
him credit for that. You also had to acknowledge the fact that he had 
never ridden a dragon as big as the Night Fury in front of him. So it 
was after several failed attempts. Hiccup managed to haul his body 
onto the back of the leather saddle, just inches away from 
Toothless's shiny scales. 

"C'mon, bud, let's go!" That seemed to be a familiar phrase between 
dragon and rider, as Toothless responded immediately to the boy's 
words. A small skip forward, and his large, leathery, bat-like wings 
extended horizontally and the dragon swooped below the ring's 
entrance and soared into the sky. 

Hiccup clutched tightly to the Hiccup-boy in front of him and 
squeezed his eyes shut. Wind roared in his ears and sunlight splashed 
everywhere once they entered open air. He could feel warmth radiating 
off of Toothless's body, mixing with the cold sting of rushed air. 

The stirrups that promised to keep him somewhat in the saddle most of 
the time were now gone. There was nothing keeping Hiccup from 
tumbling to the ground other than the person in front of him. 

Instead, the stirrups were occupied by the Hiccup-boy's feet, a 
regular booted foot in the right, and the mechanical one on the left. 
It was attached, he noted curiously, to a complex system of gears and 
metal sticks, which, as he saw from peering down to the tip of 
Toothless's tail, was controlling a _mechanical fin_. In fact, there 
seemed to be no tail fin _at all._ 

"We go to the surrounding archipelago to look for Hookfang, " the 
Hiccup-boy shouted over the background wind, interrupting Hiccup's 
observations. His head shot back up from staring at Toothless's tail. 
"He's a bright red Monstrous Nightmare, yell if you see 
anything ! " 

"What if he's hidden in the trees?" Hiccup had looked down and 
noticed that Berk and the surrounding islands were encased in either 
stone (in which case Hookfang would be easily spotted) or thick 
forest. Monstrous Nightmares, as any dragon naturalist would know, 
were hunting dragons. One of the obviously _larger_ breeds hunting 
dragons (than, say, _Toothless_) , but a hunting dragon nonetheless 
and hunting dragons never were much larger than a newborn foal. 

"I'm sure we'll spot him," the Hiccup-boy responded. "A gigantic, 
scarlet dragon that has a tendency to set itself on firea€"kinda hard 
to miss . " 

Hiccup looked at his companion with disbelief. "Are you _sure?_ My 
cousin hasa€"_or hada€"_a Mountrous Nightmare as a hunting dragon." 

He thought some more and then added blankly, "Sets himself on 
f ire? " 

The Hiccup-boy nodded (although it was a bit hard to tell, 
considering the angle Hiccup was looking at him) . "Just like all 
Monstrous Nightmares." 



"...Are we talking about the same species here?" 

"To be honest, I've never heard of a hunting dragon." 

Hiccup laughed, slightly hysterically. "It's like you're not even 
_from_ the Barbaric Archipelago!" 

"Me?" the boy whined in mock-hurt. "You're the one that shows up in 
the middle of Berk and tries to talk to a dragon in some made-up 
language ! " 

"Dragonese _is _a language, thank you very much!" 

The two boys laughed for a moment and Hiccup suddenly felt more 
relaxed around this person he had just met than he had in months. It 
was probably due to them sharing the same status as a hiccup, he 
assumed . 

"By the way, what tribe are you from?" Hiccup asked. It was a 
personal question, a sensitive topic that might be wanted to be kept 
private, but it had occurred to Hiccup that maybe the Viking tribes 
from which these people resettling Berk might hail from could be 
useful allies in the war. 

They trained dragons, after all. 

"Hairy Hooligans through and through! Me and Astrid and the gang are 
all from Berk, after all." It was clear that the Hiccup-boy was 
trying not to be rude, but still confused as to how Hiccup could be 
so painfully oblivious to such a blatantly obvious fact. 

_Hairy Hooligans_ on Berk again? "Is your chief there?" Hiccup 
inquired, curious to see how Snotlout's reign was doing, or if the 
settlers were rebels breaking off from his cousin's rule. 

The Hiccup-boy frowned. "Yeah, I'm pretty sure . . . I just saw Dad a few 
hours ago, supervising some shipbuilding." 

Hiccup had no idea how Snotface Snotlout had anything to do with this 
hiccup's father, so he asked again, "Is Snotlout with you guys?" 

The Hiccup-boy seemed to come to a realization. "Oh! Snotlout! Yeah, 
sorry we didn't have time to introduce you two, we were in a hurry 
looking for his dragon and all." 

"You were looking for Snotlout's dragon?" 

"We still are, aren't we?" 

Hiccup started to feel a bit dizzy. Maybe it was the altitude, maybe 
it was the queasy sensation of Toothless's body in motion, or maybe 
it was the the fact that things were all wrong. Very wrong. How much 
had the world changed since his absence? 

_And there's another place, believe it or not, just like this very 
glen here, but not exact. There's something out of place. Maybe a man 
lived when he shouldn't, or maybe an entire empire survived. You 
know, small things like that._ 

**0h no.** _0h no._ Hiccup remembered what the Doctor had said. And 



it didn't make him feel comfortable, not one bit. 


Hiccup swallowed nervously. "Have you had rebel dragons recently?" he 
asked, trying to sound composed. 

Seated on the front of the saddle, the Hiccup-boy couldn't see the 
miniature freak-out his companion was going through. "No, never, that 
I can think of. Why?" 

The evidence was irrefutable. Here Hiccup was, looking for Snotlout's 
Monstrous Nightmare, just past the peaceful island of Berk where they 
trained dragons. And right in front of him was a boy with his name, 
who had a dragon named Toothless. 

_We ' re in an alternative universe. _ 

"How's the mighty Roman Empire doing?" Hiccup could hear his blood 
punding in his years, anticipating the Hiccup-boy's response. It 
could've been two seconds or two years before he replied, 

"The _what_-empire? " 

**Woot! The Doctor and Donna are back just in time for the 
5Q****-|-p**** Anniversary! I'm so sorry for the long wait, though. I 
think I might post a chapter once a month. Probably. Yeah, once a 
month sounds good. I'm not so proud of this chapter, but it's the 
best I could do at the moment.** 


4 . Bonding via Monstrous Nightmares 

**Chapter 4: Monstrous Nightmares Aren't that Different After 
All** 


"Listen," Hiccup whispered urgently from Toothless's saddle. "I'm not 
supposed _to be_ here. I'm not supposed to be on Berk." 

"Well then where are you supposed to be?" the Hiccup-boy asked 
hesitantly. Hiccup knew that if someone told him that they were an 
Outcast who had potentially done a dimension-swap, he would be wary 
of them. 

And from the looks of the situation, the Hiccup-boy most likely felt 
the same way. 

"The Bog-Burglar islands, " Hiccup said quickly, naming the first 
location that had come to mind. "But don't worrya€"I'll wait until 
after we find Hookfang." 

"Dogsbreatha€" " 

"And my name's not Dogsbreath either," he added. "It'sa€"it's 
Hiccup . " 

The Hiccup-boy eyes widened and he spun around to face Hiccup. 

"You're a hiccup too?" His voice was edged with excitement. He was 
smiling. "That's so cool! Ia€"I've never met another Hiccup before! 
Why don't we go down? Hookfang can wait." 

Toothless dived down at the slight maneuver of the Hiccup-boy's 



prosthetic foot. It amazed Hiccup how in-sync the boy and his dragon 
were . 

They had made it to the far outreaches of the archipelago, where the 
Scott ish-laced Norse language gave way to pure Gaelic. The islands 
here were small and rocky, only good for tying a boat up and camping 
for the night, perfect places for rogue Vikings and foreign pirates. 
It looked like they were closer to the Scottish mainland than to 
Berk . 

The Hiccup-boy soon landed on an isle that one could walk around 
several times and still not have stayed a full half hour. 

"So you're a hiccup?" he asked eagerly, once they both stood on 
semi-solid ground. 

Hiccup nodded. That he was sure of. 

"How did you get here?" 

Hiccup laughed nervously. "Are you sure you want to hear it? It's 
pretty impossible." 

The Hiccup-boy raised an eyebrow. "Try me." 

No time was wasted on lengthy explanations. "I'm you," Hiccup said 
bluntly. Then he thought a bit and added for clarif icat ion, "But from 
an alternate dimension. So you, but not quite." 

As expected, the Hiccup-boy was speechless. He stared at the ground a 
bit. Hiccup wondered if he was okay, or if he had even heard him. 

"Are you okay?" 

"Ia€lera€l" His eyes widened in realization. "That actually explains 
a lot! You_ are_ a hiccup and you _do _have a dragon named Toothless. 
Plus, " he added. "Your alternate knowledge of dragons makes you stick 
out a bit. Seriously, you don't know what a Monstrous Nightmare looks 
like?" 

"I do indeed know what a Monstrous Nightmare looks like," Hiccup 
argued. Then, reciting from memory, he said, "Colors are emerald 
green, brilliant scarlet, and deepest purple and it is armed with 
scary fangs and extra extendable claws." 

"Defensesa€"two; radara€"none; poisona€"three; hunt inga€"ten; 
speeda€"seven; fear and flight factora€"" 

"Very, very scary," Hiccup finished, grinning. "A ten, all the way. 
Trust me, the Snotlout where I'm from also has one." 

The Hiccup-boy chuckled. "You'd get along well with Fishlegs, 

Hiccup . " 

"There's a reason why we're good friends." He took a deep breath, 
crossed his fingers, and sent a mental prayer to the gods. "Do you 
believe me?" If the Hiccup-boy didn't, then Hiccup himself was in a 
bit of a sticky situation. 

"I'm skeptical," he admitted. "But I'll take your word for ita€"for 
now. Justa€ 1 Just don't do anything that wouldn't make me trust you. 



okay?" He looked sheepish. "I really don't want Astrid berating me 
again for trusting a stranger." 

Hiccup shook his head and then turned to the dragon Toothless, who 
had been watching them carefully from a distance. "Your dragon seems 
to trust me . " 

The Hiccup-boy shrugged. "That's good enough for me. Toothless has 
pretty good judgment when it comes to meeting new people." He smiled 
and reached over to scratch the dragon on that spot that dragons 
loved to be scratched on. Night Furies purred like a cat. Hiccup 
noticed. A new species of dragon meant new traits to be documented 
for future reference. 

The two boys paused for a moment to enjoy the tranquility of the 
situation. Hiccup was honestly relieved. He had fretted earlier that 
maybe they would not get along. That maybe they would clash from 
being so alike or so different. It could have gone a lot 
worse . 

"Shouldn't we get back to Snotlout?" Hiccup 
asked . 

"Nah. " 

**xXx** 

"Do you see him?" 

"No . " 

"You're not looking hard enough!" 

"Well maybe YOU should look to!" Astrid turned around to smack 
Snotlout in the face. "He is, after all, YOUR DRAGON, right?" 

"Yeah, but you're in front of me!" he whined. 

"I think I would notice a GIANT RED DRAGON flying over the sea!" 
Astrid was, to put it simply, exasperated. She made a mental note to 
make Hiccup regret pairing her up with Snotlout in the first place. 
The East Islands were far. Very far. In fact, they had been flying 
together for hours without a sight or smell of land. 

"It's your dragon's fault!" accused Snotlout. "Stormfly's not a fast 
flyer! Of course, _no one_ could catch up to Hookfang's _incredible_ 
speeda€"" The dragon beneath him suddenly jerked violently, sending 
him clambering onto Astrid in fear of falling into the icy water 
below . 

Yep. Elying for hours. 

Astrid sighed. "Eine. Let's take a closer look." She touched 
Stormfly's neck gently and led her down to the ocean. The salty spray 
of the rough waves and loose icebergs soaked the team. He definitely 
would not be on fire, they assumed. 

There had been no islands seen for a long timea€"no dirt or dust or 
rock jagging out of the water. Just miles and miles of H20 spread out 
like a blanket across the horizon. As it tucked the sun into bed. 



Astrid noticed that it was starting to set. 


"We'd better get back to Berk," she concluded. "It's going to get 
dark soon . " 

"No!" Snotlout spat over the crashing cacophony of the waves. "We 
came to find Hookfang and we're not leaving until he's 
safe ! " 

"Fine!" Astrid gave in. She knew that each of the riders had a soft 
spot for their dragons and that she would be heartbroken if she were 
in Snotlout 's place. "We can spend the night at the in the East 
Islands. Hopefully, they won't set out a search party for us." It's 
only a little longer, she convinced herself. They were probably 
almost there. 

**xXx** 

"So how's Stoick?" 

"Hmm? Oh, good." 

The two Hiccups had spent the past half-hour chatting about 
miscellaneous junk that only you and yourself would find interesting. 
They swapped information on dragons, laughing at the differences and 
marveling the similarities. Their conversation started as a tiny 
seedling, small talk. As it blossomed out from various innocent 
topics, their discussion was slowly gravitating towards touchier 
subjects. Like family. 

"And Valhallarama? " 

The Hiccup-boy looked at him; confused, awkward, and almost sad. 
Almost sad, but not quite. There was a slightly thoughtful look in 
his green eyes. "How do you think she is?" he asked. 

Hiccup shrugged. If he were honest with himself, his knowledge about 
his own mother was close to nonexistant ; he simply never had the time 
to get to know her. Sure he cared about Valhallarama, but he knew 
next to nothing about her whereabouts. Eventually he said, "I assume 
she's off questing?" 

"Yeah," he said. "She's kinda gone." 

Hiccup had the feeling of a peach pit being dropped into the depths 
of his stomach. "Willa€"will she be back soon?" 

The Hiccup-boy took a deep breath. "I doubt it." The implications 
were understood. It did not really matter that his mother was gone 
and Hiccup's was not; he still felt the same. 

The conversation swiveled in the opposite direction when Hiccup 
picked up the lighter subject of Dragonese. 

"Did you know that the dragons speak their own language back in my 
world? " 

The Hiccup-boy smiled and laughed. It did not seem he was too upset 
about his "dead" mothera€"no angst lingered in his attitude. "Really? 
Is that why you trying to talk to Toothless?" The dragon perked his 



head up at the sound of his name. 


"_Yessee, Hiccup responded, making an extra emphasis on the accent . 
He hardly got a chance to show off his linguistic 
skillsa€"dragon-speaking was not much of a popular hobby back 
home . 

He said something to Toothless. The dragon looked at him with a look 
of understanding, not that he could comprehend Hiccup's utterings or 
respond in coherent sentences. But Toothless gave off the air that he 
was listening very closely and very calmly. 

The Hiccup-boy looked on, bewildered. "That's amazing!" he exclaimed. 
He had an input of quest ionsa€"does this language have grammar? what 
kind of conjugations do they use? does every dragon speak 
Dragonese?a€"and Hiccup tried his very best to answer them, 
enthusiastically. 

The depth of the previous moment, the not-so-small talk of Stoick and 
Valhallarama was entirely forgotten. The two Hiccups were talking 
about dragons now, and if there is one thing you do not get Hiccup 
Horrendous Haddock the Third started on, it is dragons. Both of them 
learned that day that when tensions rose and fell, there was one 
thing they could always rely on to keep them level-headed and calm: 
dragons . 

**xXx** 

Astrid was getting used to the quiet. A bit odd, Snotlout being 
quiet, but not unusual in the moment. The sun-streaked sky was giving 
way to the dark blue of night. There was not much light around; the 
stars shown especially bright. 

Every odd minute, Snotlout would yawn and Astrid would roll her eyes. 
Who would have thought he would get tired so easily? 

It caught them both off guarda€"Astrid shouted in surprise and 
Snotlout (who Astrid assumed was close to drifting off) was suddenly 
riled out of his half-sleep and let out a high-pitched shriek. The 
eerie silence of rolling waves and Stormfly's beating wings was 
abruptly intruded by crashing cacophony of something giant rising out 
of the ocean. 

"What_ is_ that?" Astrid questioned loudly, watching waves roll off 
the monstrous thing. She did not expect Snotlout to respond, and 
hardly noticed when he let out a barely audible squeak. 

It rose up from the depths of the ocean like a volcano. But it was 
not spewing lava, and looked more like a rock than anything else. It 
was big and a shade of greyish-purple and at first they _assumed_ it 
was a ginormous slab of stone that had been pushed up onto the 
surface of the ocean by an earthquake or another reason, because what 
else could it be? 

Then they saw it open its mouth. 

And suddenly Astrid and Snotlout remembered that they lived in a 
world _with dragons, _ and if dragons (read: fire-breathing, 
bat-winged, gigantic lizards with weird abilities like shooting 
spikes and igniting itself) existed, then it was almost a _sure fact_ 



that other yet-to-be-discovered creatures probably dwelled on the 
earth as well. Nature sure is weird like that. 

It took them longer than it should have (well, they _did_ just have 
the shock of their lives and were pretty sleepy) to realize, "Oh. 
Maybe it_ is_ a dragon." 

It was a dragon indeed and as soon as Astrid realized this, she 
encouraged Stormfly to get as far away as possible; no one wanted to 
even_ see_ if that monster could produce flames, if it could. 

Stormfly quickly got the message. She had been having a miniature 
spaz of her own, making squawking and fluttering her wings excitedly. 
She did not hesitate to dip down and speed in the opposite direction 
of the monster. 

They landed on a scrappy rock of an island later, exhausted. They 
would have flown farther, but Stormfly was starting to tire with two 
passengers on her back. 

Astrid and Snotlout didn't say anything. For one, they were tired. 

For two, they were still recovering from the shock of a lifetime. As 
they scanned the horizon for evidence that the behemoth of a dragon 
had somehow followed their tail, they sighed in relief when they saw 
nothing more than water. 

"We should get to sleep here, " Astrid stated. 

Snotlout made a face. "Here? On the cold, hard rock without a 
blanket ? " 

"Well, it's either this or the water. Do you _see_ a five-star 
inn?" 

Her companion grumbled, but gave in. They lay down on either side 
Stormfly, who took her roost right in the middle of the island. It 
was chilly, but their energy was drained and they fell asleep 
quickly, trying to block out the imaginary screams of the 
monster-dragon from across the sea. 

Stormfly, however, never slept that night. And when Astrid and 
Snotlout woke up the next morning, they found that the dragon that 
had nestled between them was gone. 

**xXx** 

It was only a matter of time before the topic came up. Hiccup was 
positive it would happen eventually, but that did not stop him from 
delaying it. He avoided it, damned its presence, but it was the 
Hiccup-boy who dared to bring it up. 

"So about the wara€ 1 " 

Hiccup cringed. 

"Has it ended yet?" He looked at Hiccup, genuinely interested and 
sincerely worried. 

The words hung on the tip of Hiccup's tongue, but he dare not speak 
them. Ultimately, he decided that if he kept secrets from himself, 
than there was honestly no one he could trusta€"not his friends, not 



"It's barely even 


any allies. In a whisper. Hiccup said, 
started . " 

He was not sure if the Hiccup-boy had heard him, for he did not react 
or say anything. Their timelines, he assumed, were not entirely 
parallel. Maybe his lagged behind, but it certainly was not the most 
discernable difference between their lives. 

"I'm guessing yours has. The war between Vikings and dragons, I mean. 
It's ended." Hiccup could not fathom such a conflict ending so 
peacefully, but from the way Toothless and the Hiccup-boy were so 
comfortable around each other, how _all_ the dragon riders and their 
dragons were, he assumed that all tensions between the two species 
had dissolved a while ago. 

"If it's ended already, it was a pretty short war," Hiccup 
half- joked. 

"Area€ 1 are you kidding?" the Hiccup-boy finally said. "It's lasted 
_hundreds and hundreds_ of years, for centuries. If yours has only 
just begun, ours has only just ended. Wea€"me and Toothlessa€" " he 
scratched the dragon's neck fondly, who was laying lazily on the 
bedrock. "a€"discovered the Red Death's nest and destroyed 
it . " 

Hiccup's eyes widened. "And all those dragons?" 

"No, no!" the Hiccup-boy said quickly. "Just the Red Deatha€lWe _had_ 

to. " 

Hiccup mulled this over a bit. "Therea€ 1 there _was _a dragon I killed 
when I was ten or eleven years old. Except he was called the _Green_ 
Death. He, er, exploded from the inside out." 

The Hiccup-boy's face twisted at the mental image, but he said, 

"Yeah, that's what kinda happened to the Red Death. It was the start 
of the wara€"lots of dragons under its control." 

Hiccup smiled. "Are you sure you're Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the 
Third and not Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the First? He did a similar 
thing, you know." 

He shook his head. "I know close to nothing about my namesakes." 

"I think you should look into it. He ended the first dragon-Viking 
war, kind of like what you did." 

The Hiccup-boy sat up straight, surprised. "Woah, woah, did you say 
_first_ war? Are youa€"are you farther along in the time-stream than 
me?" He looked horrified at the prospect of "more to 
come" . 

Rigidness seized Hiccup's body as he internally gasped. It was clear 
that he and the Hiccup-boy were born one and the same person, 
admittedly a bit different in appearance and age and personality. It 
was now becoming increasingly obvious that their t ime-streamsa€"their 
_lives_a€"varied dramatically. Hiccup himself had seen war, the 
metallic ear-scraping sound of two swords clashing, the elated panic 
that always plagued your mind as an Outcast. The Hiccup-boy was a 
brave person, which he knew. He had battled with the mightiest dragon 



ever to be seen and lost a leg in the process. Hiccup's eyes drifted 
to his left foot, flesh and blood. It was there. 

The truth had been floating like a fog over the two Hiccups the 
entire time, waiting to be plucked and examined. Hiccup had grasped 
it finally, and once in his hands, found it more horrifying that he 
had thought it to be. The trutha€"Hiccup ' s version of ita€"had tidied 
up itself and was ready to be presented to his counterpart in a neat 
and organized fashion. The only thing holding it back was Hiccup 
himself . 

Because here was a clever boy; sharp eyes and a sharper tongue, a 
mind that held wonderful ideas and inventions yet to be invented. And 
Hiccup did not_ want _to tell him that there was a war going on back 
home, and when asked, "After all this time, what happened?" Hiccup 
did not want to respond, "Me." 

He could just hear the Wodenfang's words whispering in his ear. 

_**"It was not your fault."** "It wasn't _entirely_ my fault. Some 

of the blame still falls to me." _If he had been a little more 
mindfula€ 1 a little more carefula€lif he had just thought a bit more 
before making decisions, everything would have gone much 
smoother ! 

The answer was simple, for now. He simply would not tell the 
Hiccup-boy the whole story. It was not _lying,_ per se, but it a 
half-truth. A deception. 

Hiccup but his lip. An action like that went against his moral 
values. It would be an intentionally dishonest action. Mistakes are 
made, but the thing is, you _learn from them._ 

He made a decision. 

And even though it was potentially at the cost of the Hiccup-boy's 
trust, opening up the guilt again, it would not be on Hiccup's 
conscience. If you know what the right thing is, do it. 

And he would have. He would have told the Hiccup-boy the whole story, 
no half-truths or deceptions or anything. He would have told him 
about what was happening in his world, when the Doctor came running 
to them (where had he come from on such a small island?) looking much 
panicked . 

**I'm sorry for the wait! I'm sorry for the typos! I'm sorry for the 
plot holes! I admit, I didn't look over this one much before posting 
ita€ 1 I just wanted to get it up. But, hey, the plot's picking up! 

(Yes, there is an actual plot, not just a random meeting between a 
bunch of characters . ) If you see anything wrong with this chapter 
(again: in a hurry to post it), feel free to tell me in the comments! 
I'm going out of state for a while, so I **_**might**_** reread it 
online, but I probably won't edit it for a while. Love you guys! 

:D** 


End 
f ile . 



